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sinks in murk 


« The press con- 
ference was just 
beginning when 1 
•r*' arrived. A gray- 
haired man 

stepped up to the 
microphone and 
said: “You’ll no- 
tice weTe all wear- 
ing the same uni- 
form. The only 
reason I get to go first is because I am the 
only one wearing white shoes.” 

And then things started to get strange. 
We were crowded into a corner of the 
West End Marketplace, just outside the 
JFK Assassination Information Center. 
Life-size photos of Jack Ruby and Lee Har- 
vey Oswald loomed over those seated at 
the head table. 

The gray-haired man at the micro- 
. phone, Bud Fensterwald, introduced those 
' at the table. As best as I could tell, none 
wore a uniform. Several did wear blue 
sport coats, however. I could not see their 
' shoes. '• - w • •* •••' ; ‘ • 1 • 

This press conference had been called 
so that a 29-year-old Midland man could 
announce to the world that his father 
killed John F. Kennedy. 

But first there was a word from our 
sponsor. ; *• ’* 

Various conspiracy theorists associated 
with the Assassination Information Cen- 
ter took turns at the microphone, explain- 
ing how Ricky White’s story fit with their 
views of Kennedy’s death. 

For almost an hour they went on and 
on: the grassy knoll — the second gunman 
— the Mafia — the CIA — entry wounds — 
exit wounds — Cuban immigrants — New 
Orleans ~ cover-ups — ' covert paramili- 
tary operatives. /,,r * : •*< ; • •• 

f Daddy did It " j - 

Finally, Ricky stood up. After all those .. 
. complex theories, it was somehow refresh- 
, ing to hear his simple story: Daddy did it. 
rr And there was something in Ricky that 
. made you want to believe him. A good old 
boy in a gimme cap, surely he wouldn’t 
make up this tomfoolery. A West Texas 
family man in Wranglers and scruffy cow- 
boy boots, surely he wouldn’t be one of 
those assassination nuts. 
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i>o you started out listening to his story 
with a little excitement that this might be 
for real. 

Daddy was a rookie Dallas police offi- 
cer, see, but that was just a cover for his 
real job as a trained killer for the CIA. 

Dad’s name was Roscoe White, but in 
the CIA they called him “Mandarin.” And 
oh, by the way, Dad killed his friend and 
colleague J.D. Tippit, too, but he felt real 
bad about it 

And Mom worked for Jack Ruby, see, 
and she overheard Mr. Ruby and her Dad 
>; discuss the assassination plot in detail, so 
V . she had to undergo electroshock therapy 
Vj] to erase that memory or risk being rubbed 
" out by the CLA for knowing too much. ’ : 

’ : j And all of this was spelled out in detail 

in a diary that Dad kept and Ricky found 
after his death but nobody else ever saw it 
and now it’s missing and the FBI probably 
stole it but of course they will deny it 
But there is the other evidence — the 
hidden canister found after Ricky cracked 
the secret code that Dad left behind on a 
• paper bag. 

Clues In the bag . , •- 

At first Ricky thought the tree bark 
shavings inside the paper bag meant that 
he should dig around the trees at the pic- 
nic ground at Lake Whitney where the 
v family used to go. But then he realized that 
the tree bark meant nothing and he 
should decode the writing on the outside , 
of the bag. :» ...... • . ? 

And when he did, he found a canister 
hidden behind a warped board in the attic 
of his grandparents’ burned-out, boarded- 
up home in Paris, Texas. i 

j • And in that canister were secret 
j dispatches from top-secret U.S. intelli- 
gence sources sending Dad to Dallas to kill 
Kennedy but of course the CIA will deny 
it. - 

And . . . and . . and .7 Jr f ’• \ 

* Do you know that feeling you get when 

you are swimming and you stretch your 
toes out, expecting to touch bottom, but it’s 
not there? You keep swimming and stick- 
ing your toes out, hoping to eventually 
find solid footing. 

I dog paddled all the way through that 
press conference Monday. I kept hoping 
. for something concrete to stand on. 

; But il never cam e and the press confer- - j 
•i ence was over and we just had two hours .[ 
' of talk to rely on. > 

r -■ I stood around after the press confer- j 
| ence, trying hard to think of some way to \ 
j Ver ify anything that had been said that i 
i morning. .-»* .. , . j 

J" And in the end, I could think of only j 
one thing. In the milling crowd, I found !• 

* Fensterwald, the gray-haired man who 
had opened the press conference. 

And it was true. He was wearing white *, 

• shoes. • 
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